[Ivan Bunin]

In Moscow

Here, in the alleys behind Arbat,

A wholly separate city.... It’s March,

Cold and cramped in the attic,

No lack of rats, but miraculous

At night. Melting snow drips during
Daylight, sun warms things up, but at night
It will freeze, become clean, light-filled —
And look like Moscow, age-old, remote.
Il sit, not lighting the fire, beside

The windows, bathed in moonlight, and look
At the garden, the rare stars... How tender
Is the sky on spring nights! How calm

The spring moon! The crosses on

The ancient church glimmer like candles.
Deep in the sky, through tree branches,
The heads of small onion domes

Glitter gently like gold-forged helms.
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[Ivan Bunin]
WBan byHuH [poet’s name]

B MOCKBE [poem title]

31ech, B CTaphIX Mepeyskax 3a Apoarom,
CoBceMm 0co0bIii ropos... Bot u mapr.

M XomogHoO 1 HU3KO B ME30HUHE,
Hewmaio kpeic, HO 110 HOYaM — 4yAECHO.
JlHem majaroT Karesiu, rpeeT COJHIIE,

A HOYBIO [1I0IMOPO3HT, CTAHET YHUCTO,
CBeTJio — 1 Tak noxoxe Ha MOCKBY,
Crapunnyto, gajiekyr. Y csaaycs,

OrHs He 3aKuras, BO3JI¢ OKOH,

OOIUTHIX JTyHHBIM CBETOM, U CMOTPIO
Ha can, Ha 3Be31bI peaxue... Kak HexHO
Becnoii HouHoe He6o! Kak criokoiina
Jlyna BecHoro! Teruisres, Kak CBEUH,
Kpectel Ha npeBHell niepkoBke. CKBO3b BETBU
B riryObokxom Hebe J1acKOBO CHSIIOT,

Kak 30510TbIE€ KOBaHBIE LINIEMBI,

I'0510BKM MENIKUX KYIIOJIOB...
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